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(Copyright, 1914, by Georgy H, Dormn Oo,)
CHAPTER 1.
The Darkest Hour of Night.

stillness. Utter blackneas, And then a faint, Indetarminate,
Tha wsleeper's eyes opened, und, as calmly, as
naturally as he had lain asleep, he lay now alert. Varge was awake.

far-away mound.

And now it came again,

agaln. It came from the cast end of the house, at the rear—from
the back stairs. Bome one was mounting them with extreme cautlon,
The minutes passed, perhaps three of them.

reached the landing and had begun

nearer, with the same ominous stealth, to the door of the room in which

YVargo lay.

Still relaxed, still in repose, not o muscle of Varge's body had flexed by

#0 much as & ripple as he listened; the beat of his pulse was the same calm,
strong. even bent as In sleep. And yet every facully was atune, stimulated
to its Mighest eMcioncy. What brought Harold Merton, the son of the house, %
at 2 o'olock In the morning to the little chamber over the kitchen, that was &

dwelllng; and brought him stealing &
thers, where none could hear or mark his movements, like some gullly, evil =
prowler with cuutious, frightened tread?

apart, shut off, from the rest of the

A hand fumbled for the doorknob
outalde with a curious sound, as
though the knuckies were beating &
tremulous, involuntary tattoo upon
the door as they came Into contact
with it. The knob turned, the door
was pushed slowly Inwards, slowly

again, there wan a faint click
from the relensed catchi—and against
the door, without form or outline
fn the darkness, was an added
opaqueness.

“] am awake'—thers was an al-
mosat Imperceptible poause betwean
Varge's words as he spoke, compar-
able somewhat to one buflding the
phrase of a strange language ono
word upon the other, but comparable

only In that regard—the pronuncin.t Varse!

tion held no trace of forelgn accent.
“] am awake'—his tones wera qulot,
oom “Why have you coma Lo
me In my room in thin way, Harold?"

A low gasp, the sharp drawn In-
take of a breath, came from the door,

"You—you know that it Ia [.""—the
words were a hoarse, shaken whisper.

“l heard your first step on the
wtairs,” Varge answered simply. “1
Weard you coms up each stair. 1
_heard you stumble onee and feel along
the wall. ! heard you come down the
hall on tiptos. [ know your step. 1
Beard your hand shake llke a frigbt-
ened man's against the door.”

“Sometimes™—the other sesmed to
shiver an Lo spoke—'"you seem more
than human"

“Why have you coms to me In my
roomn at this hour?' asked Varge
again, rising now to a sitting posture
in the bed, “"What has happened? 1
will light a candie and you will tell

me.

“No! No light'—Merton's words,
low-hreathed, came with frenzied
quickness, quavering, dominant with

terror. “No light; and, for merey's
make, speak low. Speak very low,
Walt! 1 am coming d¢lose to you

where [ can whisper.”

. Varge made no answer, His eyes
were on that darker apot that, once
by the door, now was moving across
the room toward him. And then a
hand, thrust out, groping, touched his
shoulder—It war wot with cold moist«
ure and shook as with the ague.

*Varge, you must help me,” Merton
burst ocut hysterically. "I am in dan-
gor, Va In awful danger, do you
hear? ou can save me. You are
the only man, the only man, who ean.
May you will! It can’t mean anything
1e you—there's nothing you can lose
—you don't even know who you are—
you haven't even ko much as a name,
excepl what we've always called you
—Varge, You'll help me, Varge-—say
you will! We've brought you up all
these years apd treated you like—
ke one of us, and all you've had and
all you've got you owe to us, You'll
~=you'll repay It now, Varge, won't
youfl"

The blackness of the room was gone,
transformed into  quick, shifting
scones and pictures that staged them-
selves In the little chamber before
Yarge's mind—colorful, vivid, real—

clures of childhood, memory=
zmmml; pictures of boyhood, stand-
{ng out moie aharply, in clearer us;
pictures of Inter years; plctures of

tarday. The years passed In light-
n sequence before him.

A foundling, nameloss, a child of
five, ulo:ud from an orphan asylum,
Pere he had heen given & home; hete
be and this man beside him had heen

ugbt up together in the little coun-
town, until the other had gons out
to college and he, his own common
school education finiahed, had begun
te work for Dr. Merton, his benefac-
tor: here he had yrown to manhood,
wis twenty-five now.
re he had spent his life, knowing
almost a father's consideration, al-
t & mother's care, which in turn
kindled a love and gratitude In
his own heart that had grown almost
10 worship with the years, n gratitude
and loyalty that had caused him to
crush back longings for a wider
gl«o—-couunllal himself meanwhila
constant study, acquiring in a hard
school the knowledge of medicine that
ons day, whan these two should ba
gone, ho meant to make his profes-
plon—for Harold Merton, ten years
his senlor, was little at home now,
and they, growing old, had come to
{san Intimataly upon him, to depend
on him, to need him, And so he had
lived on there-as Varge, the doctor's
man.

“ItL is true,” he sald slowly. "You
had no noed to tall mo so. It Is trus,
1 owe everything to your father, to
syour mother, and through them to
you. I will do anything for your

8.

en, yes; 1 told myself you would,”
Merton babbled wildly. I knew you
would. You promise, Varge! Give
me your promise. You've nuver brok-
en one.’

“1 will do anything for your sakes™
Varge rapeated quietly. *1 could not
do anything olse.”

“Then get up.,” urgnd Morton fev-
eriohiy. “QGet up quickly and dress.
1 have brought money cnough to take
you anywhere—you can get away
where they will never find you,
Hurry, Varge, hurry! Why don't you
burry? You have promised, Varge."

Varge's hands went out and rest»e in
reassuring pressure on Merton's two
shoulders.

“I havo promised, Harold," he sald
gravely, “and | will do this thing what-
ever It may be; 1 will go anywhore |f
it s necessary—but you are talking

Then a long pause—then again—and

The foolateps now had
to come along the hall—nenrer and

wildly, you are not calm. You im-

agine somothing that Is worse than
the thing Is. What is this danger that 3

'«tﬁ?" .
iag

meless

my going will save you from, and how (5

could my leaving here save you from
anything 7"

“1 have bean seen,” Merton muttered
hoarsely. ‘I hava besn seen,” he re-
peated, with a shudder, “THey will
know that 1 did It unless suspicion s
directed somewhera else. Don't you
see? Are you blind? If you fly In
the night, If ysu disappear, they will
think It was you. But theyll never
catch you, you are too clever, and
you've nothing to lose, no family, no
name even—you see I thought of that.
I'l give you plenty of money. Hurry,

on! Don't make a nolse, not a sound!"

“What Is this thing that you have
done that I must take upon myself?”
Varge's hands tightened Imperatively
on the other's shoulders. "What Is
this thing that you are afrald of 7"

“Father,” Merton mumbled. “Father,
Father—and he Is dead.”

“Your father—dead!"™ Varge pulled
the shaking form toward him, us
though to search and read the other'a
features even In the darkness. “When
414 he die?”

“A—few minutes—great God, a y@r
nRo"—the words were a chattering,
fenrsomme whisper. “In the library,
We had a quarrel. 1—1 struck him
with the fender bar. I have killed my
Jather”

CHAPTER II.
“I Am Varge.”

8 a wsudden knife gash
shocks velns and arteries
into Inertla for a brisl
moment before the blood

spurts madly from the

wound, so, for that moment, Varge's
faculties wers ahocked to numbness
at the other's words,

Merton had started up In an acces-
slon of terrified apprehension,

"Varge,” he mumbled huskily.
"Varge, what—what are you going ta
do ™

As though wvoleing his thoughtls
mloud unconsclously, rather than '‘n
answer to another, Varge spoke In a
low, concentrated way.

“I will do 11, It s
killed Dr. Merton.”

“You will, eh?—yes, you'll do It,
Varge. I've money enough to begin
with—and I ean get more. You'll do
It after all, eh? Yes: 1 knaw you
would, | knew you'd stand by me,
I knew you wouldn't fall me, Varge;
we've been goud friends, you and |,
and”

The words froze on Merton'a lipa.
Varge had crossed to the bed, his
hand had reached out through the
darkness, closed on Merton's lseg just
above the knee and tightened with a
crushing mrip thot struck the mman
with terror.

“Can you mnot understand?’'—
Varge's whisper came now hoarse
and tense. “Do not speak, except
to answer my questions—I1 am afraid
of myself with the thought of saving
you. You were seen, you sald How
were you scen so that the crime
would polnt to you and yet would be
of no proof against you if suspiclon
wers turned upon some one clsgt"

“Varge, let go!" Merton cried faint-
:y.I “Let go—you are breaking my
eg!™

With s curlous movement, as one
suddenly releases his hold upon an
object he has unwittingly, uncon-
sclously grasped, which to the sense
of touch la m.i!rly repugnant, Varge
drew away his® hand.

“Answer my question,” he sald “If
you have been seen at all, there can-
not be much time to spare.”

“No, no; thers ls not much—there's
not & moment to loss”—this phase,
not new, but for a while dormant
through other terrors and now awak-
ened ngain, brought the words'in plti-
ful epgerness from Merton's lps, “T'NI
tell you sverytbing—everything. Lis-
ten. I got Into trouhle In New York
n little while ago--sericus trouble,
There was a woman in it. [ thought
it wons all hushed up. The duy after
I eame down hers for a visit last
week 1 received a letter—and the
whole cursed business was in It. I
lost the letter, Varge. Father found
it, and without saying anything to
me investignted the whole thipe, To-
night be called me Into the Hbrary
aftor mother bhad gono to bed-—he
sald ho hadn't dared to tell hor any-
thing. le opensd one of the little
square cupbosrds In the wall ut the
glde of the fireplace—you know the
one, the one on the right hand side,
whore he keeps his books, papers and
money—and took out the letter with a
lot of othera he had recelved about
It and showed them to me. He was
in & fearful rage. We quarrolied,
But there was no nolse—wea were
afreld of awakening mother. ‘Than
1 don't know just what happened. 1
was standing by tho fire poking it
with that long fender bar. 1 think
he meant to snateh it from my hand,
Just with apgry Impetuosity. We
strugglied and—it wasn't cold blood,
Varge, We—we'd Leen quarrelling.
1 didn't know shat 1 dld. T struck
him on the side of the head with the
bar and he—he fell."

1 who have

Get up and get your clothos &
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Merton paused, and in the silence
camo the sound ns of hands hard-
wrung together tiil the finger joulnts
crackled,

Varge moved awny from the bed,
back to the little washstund and re-
sumed his dreasing.

"Go on,” he sald.

“I tore up the letters and burnod
them in the grate'—Merton's voleo
was 4 low moan now, “And then, 1
don't know why, | went to the win-
dow und drew up the bilnd und looked
out onto the lawn, It was ull snow,
white, white, white, and not a mari
In it. [ was trying to think what to
do, when 1 heard a sound back of me
from where—whers It lay. It startled
me and turned my blood cold. 1
whirled around and jumped back
aecross the room, and—and bent over
father hefore 1 realized what had
modo the noise. It was only & piece
of coal falling In the grate, only o
pleca”—— Merton broke off jerkily,
and u short, sobbing laugh of hysteria
came from him.

“(io on,” sald Varge agaln

“l—f bent over father then, I-1
wiag ool agaln,

“Ihe thought came 1o me that he
might be ounly stunned- but, but he
was dead. | was perhaps three min-
utes, perbaps longer, 1 don't know
how long, bending over him, und
then 1 looked up—there &us o face
pressed close against  tho window
pane wnd the eyes were glaring in nt
me.

»something held me still—T couldn’t

move. 1 must hoave tuken my eyes
away Instantly, 20 1 am  sure e
dldn't know 1 saw hLim. When 1

looked again the face was gone. Then
1 got up, it seemed at once, though
1 suppose it must have been another
minute, and went to the window.
There was no one In sight, but there
wern footprints In the snow and the
trees hid the road. I jerked down the
blind, and then—and then—I1 thought
of you. I turned off the light, crept
out of the room and stole up here,
I wantad to get you 1o run away-—
it was my only chance, 1 wantod to
Eot you Lo run away, to moke them
think you did it, and -1 had o story
all ready to tell that would necount
for my being seen in the room as 1
was. 1 would say that 1 had bLeen
reading late upstuirs wnd hesrd your
volee and futher's in  the library;
then silence.

“That I had kept on reading, and
after & while, wondering why father
hadn't comwe up to bed, 1 went down-
stalrs softly so as not w awaken
mother and found him dead—iand
that then I went for you and you had

disappeared, It was Mart Robson's
face at the window—he's never lked
me, anyhow, 1 suppose the Mac-

Gregors must have sent him from the
farm for n doctor, and he saw the
light and instead of ringing the bell
and waking up the house he went
first to the window, 1 know what
he's done now—he's gone on to the
town to tell the Sherif what lhe's
peon. Varge, do you hear, Lic's on his
way Lhers now?"

Varge's mind was working quickly
—mapping, planning out his course of
action—weaving the finer threads of
detadl Into the weh that was to en-
mesh himaelf and free the othor, His

coat was on now, and he turned o
faco Merton through the Jdarkness
It was all clear, all plamn, evgn to

that one thing that had troubled him
—to lessen, to soften the shock to het

“Listen,” he sald. 1 am Jdressod,
I am golng. You must make no
mistake now. You should not have
turped off the llght nor drawn down
the shade again-you did nct do
either—1 will attond to them You
did not ace any one at the window.
For the rest, you can tell your story

ns you Intended-bLut taere are two
things you must do, Flrst, you
must telephone the Bheriff. It you
cannot ge¢t him, d0 not waste tipe
over |t—you mnust have tried, that
is the Important thing. Then you
must go at onee for Mrs, MorcLaugh.

lin, your mother's friend, and bring

her back hera before Mrs. Merton Is
awnkened—that should not take you
more than fifteen minutes, and you
must not be longer When you come
back, go Into that room agnin and
fix each detall as you find It then In
your mind, and be careful that your
story agrees in svery particular. Do
you understand?"

“Yes, yea'—>Merion struggled from
the bed to hia foot—*T will telephone
at once. and then'——

"“Walt,” sald Voarge sharply. “Two
of ur on the stairs at once may make
A nolse.  Walt until | have gone
down.” He moved across the room,
felt for the door and opened |t

“Yer: but, Varge, money”—Merton
wis whispering wildly—*"you can't
get away without money, and avary-
thing depends on your getting awny-—
you've got to get away—There,
take™

“l shall iave no need of money,”
Varge answered, as he stepped out
Into the passoage.

CHAPTER III.
In Which the Web Is Woven.

WIFTLY, with sure, light,
nolseless tread, Varge made

his way along the short
passuge and down the
stalrs, It was o fight now

with and agninst time—with it, phys-
leally, 1o nccomplish what must be
done without the loss of 4 moment;
and, still more important, agninkt It
mentaily, to co-ordinate the discrep-
ancy that alrendy existed.

Varge had reached the bottom of
the stairs now and crossed the kitch-
en. Betweesn the kitchen and the front
hall was a small crockery pantry
from which swinging doors lod, one
to tho dining room directly In the
rear of the llbrary and ono to the
hall itself. As he entered the pantry
Varge took his knife from his pocket
nnd felt along tho wall with his hand,
An Instant's groping and his fingers
touched the telephone receiver, fol-
lowed It down to the base of the in-
strument and then, stooplng, he
slipped his knifo blade In between
the wires and the wall and severed
the connection,

He stralghtened up and lstened,

From the rear above him he could
hear Harold Merton's step at the top
of the stalrs—then the door at Varge's
right awung under his hand and he
wont quickly along the hall past the
dining room to the lbrary door. There
was no flurry, no excltement In his
movemoenti—every action, swift, rapld
though It wan, was one of dellberile
precision.,  With his hand on the
Lbrary doorknobl, just oppuosite the
fogt of the front stalrcase, he puused
for nn instoant to listen agaln, And
now there wos not 4 sound—neither

Mra, Merton nor Anna, the old muld-
servant, had been disturbed. Varge's
lips drew togother in hard compres-
slon, the knob turned allently, he
pushed the door open, stepped over
the threshold and closed It again be-
bind him,

A faint red glow from the grate firs
at the lowsr end of the room and di-
rectly opposite the low window that
gave onto the lawn In front, rather
than MWiuminating, seemed, by g¢on-
trast, to accentuate the darkness of
the apartment in all but the littls,
shifting, Nickering space around ll'[ﬂ
fireplace Itself. On this space Yurge's
eyes had fastened Inatantly.

A form with arms outflung lay upon
the t Learskin rug befors the
hearth, silent, motionless; the face
was turnod toward the fire, and the
light, as though In grim deflance of
death, tinging the cheek with its own
rich, deep color, gave to the features
the appearance of the rosy hu.h of
health. It was as if the man had
thrown himself down to rest and re-
luxation to watch the firelight's play
—and had fallen asleep. m the
temple upward across the thick, white
hair was a p open wound, and
below It the hair itself was dark and
matted; while a little trickling stream
of something red, a red deeper aven
than the glowing coals, still ran down,
Litt very slowly now, behind the ear,
aii, as though to hide itself and ita
telliale story, disappeared beneath the
dend man's collar.

Al the doctor's fect lay the fender
bar--a lung plece of wstout, square
wrought iron, some four fest In
langth, drawn to rough, ornamental
javelin points at the ends.

A sudden, low, choking sound, like
a strong man‘s stiff sob, came
from Varge's lipa as he stepped acrosa
the room and, on his knees between
the fire and Dr. Merton, kneit for a
moment over the other’s body.

Against the fire Varge's form
joomed up for an instant, throwing
into rellef n figure well above me-
dium height, but whose proportions
wers hidden by a heavy overcoat but.
toned to the neck. A fur cap, pulled
close over tha forshead and oars, was
on his head. ‘s face was com-
pletely in shadow, but as he turned
now quickly and, rising, plcked up
the fender bar, thersa was & mo-
mentary gleam of dark eyes—and the
cyes wers splashed nnd wel.

The firsplace, wide, old-fashloned,
built of brick, jutted out Into the
room, leaving a space barely more
than five feet on each slde between It
and the walls; and hers, on olther
slde, just in the middle of this space
and at the height of A man’s shoulders
—where the walnsooting ended—were
the small cupboards, some two feet
square, that Harold Merton had
apoken of. They had been bullt orig-
inally with glass doors for Mra. Mer-
ton's best china in the old days when
she had prealded there over her after-
noon ten-service; but, with the years,
the doctor had come to appropriate
the room as library, study and con-
sultation room, and the glass doors
had been replaced with stout wooden
ones—and the china by the doctor's
cash box, nccount books and papers

Varge stepped at once past the lire-
place to the right hand slde and felt
out with hia hand. The cupboard door
wans atill wide open, the key stlll In
the lock; inside, fingera closed on
the metal cash-box. hia he louk
out, closed and locked the door, and
abatracted the key from the lock. He
turned back for & moment now to
where Dr. Morton lay, placed the
cash-box on the rug and slipped the
koy into the doctor's pocket.

Anothbr instant, and he returned
to the capboard, He railsed the fen-
der bar acrosa the door, his hands
moved along it s though measuring
—and then he stood motionless, list-
ening.

From the pantry, behind the dining
room, came the muffled ringlng of the
telephone, very low. very indiatinet,
Aa though a hand were held over the
bells to deaden the sound. Harald
Merton was tyying to get a cuntecs
ton, Apain and again Merton rang,
and Varge walted, The seconds wera
fiying by.

It had been necessary to destroy
the connection to account for Mer-
ton's otherwise suspiclous turdiness
in communicating with the autrori-
ties, and he had refruined from telllag
the other what he had Intended to
do In the hope of instilling into the
nervesshaken, incoherent man o -
tlo confidence on finding n grain of
truth In the story he was to tell—
that he had tried to get connection
and couldn't; and, also, thera woull
he, perhapa even more lmportant,
the wery evident genuineness of
Merton's surprisse when some ons elss
should call his attentlon to the cut
wirem,

But he had told Merton to waste
no time. Would the man never—the
ringing stopped, a gunrded step cama
down the hall, passed the library
door, halted n bare moment by the
hall-rack, evidently to secure hut
and coat, and then the outer door
opened and oclosed softly-—Merton had
gone for Mrs, MacLaughlin,

Varge's hands, one at each end of
the bar, rose 1o his chin, his elbows
uiralght out from his body. Then
very slowly the elbows closed In and
downward, & sweat bead sprang to
his forehead, & panting gosp camae
trom his Hps, nnd slowly, very sluwly,
his hands crept together,
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And now, gulded by the sense of
touch, Varge Inserted one of the thin,
flattened Javelin ends of the bar into
the crack between the edge of the
door and the jamb and just under
the lock, and, with & steady pros.
suire, begun to lever backward, ore
wns a slight orenk of aplitting wood.
work, and then a little sharper sound
na the lock begnn to yield and give,
Varge put out his left hand ngainst
the door to keep It from flying back
with a thued agalnst the wall—and
wronched 1t free,

Coolly, methodically but still with
the same sure swiftness that held
neither haste nor Indecision, he
soepped back to the fireplace, plaged
the cash box under his arm and lald
the fender bar whers he had found
It at the Doctor's fest—only now the
heavy wm;:n..lm fron bar was no longer
stradght-—halfway down ita length It
was bent at right angles,

Varge walked quickly to the front
window and let the ahade roll full te
the top; then to the door, reaching
up to presa the button and throw on
the light as he sed out. He closed
tha door bahind him, went down ths
hall toward the rear, through the
pantry, crossed the kitehen, unbolted
the buek door, and, stepping out Into
the night, ran the hundred yards 1o
the bottom of the anow-covered gar-
den, Iere he hurdlied the high fence
with a strong, aglle swing: and now
a wide, open tract of land was before
him, leading upward In an casy rise
to n pine wood n quarter of a mile
awny to the righty, for which he
headed.

The soft snow, lately fallen, was
ankls deep above the harder crust
beneath, but it did not seom either to
impede hisn progress or cause him
added exortion to malntain the pace
he had set for himself. With arms
close In at hin sides, his head well up,
every movement born of the instinct
of the athlete, he waa running now
with long, tireless strides as he had
never run in his life before.

And now, not running, but walking
swiftly, he made his way back aguin,
and, taking & course diagonal to that
by which he had come, headed across
the ficlds for a polnt on the town road
n mile lower down than the Morton
house—a mile nearer the town,

Again his mind was concentrated on
his problem. The weak link In the
chain was the, motive—he had re-
allzed that, sensed that from the Arst
—therefore, the stronger must be the
constructive, supporting evidence, Ir-
refutable, posaitive, each small detall
fitting as inevitably and aignificantly
Into the whole as little cogs Nt essen-
tlally into ponderous and complex ma-
chinery,

For, from the monient VIT had
accepted the gullt as hin own, he had
accepted It with all and everything
that Nnality meant. To run from It, to
beg the issue, was not only forelgn to
his every Instinct, but It waa certain
eventual discovery of the truth. As a
posaibility 1t had undergons the almont
unconscious, quick, accurate, mental
surgery of Varge's mind—and had
been ellminated from the outset. To
count on susplcion being deflacted
from Iarold arton to himself by
running away was almost worse than
folly—at best It could but divide sus
plelon. Then would come Investiga-
tion.

Harold Merton waa unpopular, dis-
liked, and always had been from a
boy; his New York record would be
unearthed, one thing would follow an«
other; the man himself, & mental,
moral weakling, not big enough even
in & vicious way (o lle without
stumbling, would be trapped and the
end would be lnevitable—and mean-
while over Mrs, Merton would hang

the shadow of the truth, accentuating 1Y

by days of agonized suspense Lhe
hideous certalnty that sooner or later
would be estublished. There had beon
only one way, only one sure way from
the firat,

There wis left then, strange para-
dox! only the law itself to battle with,
A plea of gullty to the crime of mur-
der In that stald old New England
State was neither accopted ns n plea
nor us proof of gulll,. A confeasion
he could make, but after that would
come the probing, the Investigation
that must eastablish gullt “beyond o
rersonable doubt” to corroborate the
confeaslon. And this, Varge, as he
reached the road, wos finally satis-
ted that ha hod done.

Varge crossed the bridge over the
lttle river and entered the town, He
had met no one on the rond—Robson
then had not ygt started back, Hae
reached the squdre and quickensd his
pace as he headed across It.  From
the window of the sheriff's office on
the ground floor of the court house—
Herlay ¥Falls was the county seat—a
light streamed forth, and from a
sleigh befors the door a man got out
and hurried Inside the Lullding.

Varge wis barely more than a
coupla of minutes behind him. The
sherift's door was wide opsn as Varge
stopped Into the corridor. Marston,
the sheriff, was at the islsphone.
Handerlle, the deputy sheriff, the last
arrival, his hands deep In hin over-
coit  pockets, wan  staring,  jaw
dropped a little, at Robson,  Robson,
round, fatuous-faced, was talking in
u high, excited key.

“Na: of eourse, T didn't ses him do
it, but I ses his face as he bent over
the old dootor with his head all
roversd with bWood, 1f yor'd meed
that vou wouldn't need to nak who
dann 1L Crickey, 1T tell you, It soart
me, 1t Haroll Merton didn’t do I,
why then—wall, 1'd like to know who
ain’

“I will tell you,” sald Varge, step-
ping  auletly  Into  the room. "It
was 1."

—————

CHAPTER IV,
Loose Threads.

ERLEY FALLS awoke that
morming  In stunned  and
awe-stricken gloom. Men
gathered In lHitle knots on
the strest corners, in the

square, in their various places of husi-
noks, and talked in bushed, subdued
tones,
Varige, with the Sheriff and the
District-Attorany, came back to the
rtun house. Thero he was brought
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Into the room whers lay the doctor's
body, and thore he was confronted by
the dead man's widow.

Bhe moved slowly toward Varge.

“I have asked sn my knees through
the night that it might not be so"
ahe sald, "that thia ot least might be
soms horrible mistake—and I have
not belleved it and I will never be.
ltleve it unioss I hear it frem your
own lips”—ahs had stopped before
Vargn, and was talking to Varge, to
Varge alone, with a strange concen-
tration that seamod to make her ob-
Hyious of all elss, of the others, of
har surroundings even—"why, you
ars just like apother son, Varge, and,
of course, I couldn't belleve It any
mors than 1 could belleve It of
Harold. Why, I've brought you up
and taken cara of you and loved
you ever since you were a littls boy.
Don't you remember, Varge, I taught
you your lettera? Of course, It Isn't
true, It's llke an answer to prayer
and you've come to tell me so your-
self, haven't vou? Tell ma. Varge,
that It lan't true.”

A sllence as of death fell upon the
room. His hande ll.ht-clu'po(ro at his
sides, the skin over the knucklea as
white an the marble in his face, Vargs
neither movad nor spoke. The veins
In his templs swelled, and, throbbing,
ssomed to stand out like great blus
wolts ralsed from the blows of a
whip-lash.

For a moment ahe stared at him,
standing as ono numbed, robbed of
all power of movement: then heavily,
ay though drawn back by some In-
visible power, she retreated from him
—and her hands clasplng her face,
elongating It as she againet
her cheeks, seemed to accentuats the
nli;'wnlll:w horror that was creeping

o It

“Varge! Varge, s It true?” ahe
cried wildly.

Varge's hands brushed back the Pea
clustered brown halr from the foure-
head, damp now with beads

of
agony.

“It is true,” he sald hoarsely,

"You have done this! It Is true;
oh, it s true! I di4d not know that
such a being as you could live—that
Glod created such monsters. Go! Go,
from this house! How dared you
come here—how dored they bring
you herel™

Her voice had risen—and distraught,
almost Insane with grief and out-
raged love, the bitler worde, so for-
olgn to the gentle, kindly lips, fell
wlt!\ur eruel, bll:‘lgllnl fo.r.oo on h\."lnr

“You stand there, there, where |t
was done—it i too horrible! Are “S8In If you like, but I'm
you here to mock me—the woman who Pt it I meant what I sald.

The door o and
dall stood In {lu cell.
3 ""l lhw:l‘lr you had
ohn” arge q 5

“You'd deserve :.l",l
sponded Randall tartly,
hard enough to w to the
your own way. ell, what
nz this morning T

arge shook his head.

“There is nothing to say. John"
answered, with u serious,
smile. "1 am gulity, and I sm
to answer for it"

Randall, short, broad
leaned agalnst the door for &
and his cheery face clowded a8
fixed his clear, penetrating blue
& troubled look In them now,
Varge; then he stepped
across the cell and lald
impulsively on Va.yge's 1

“Varge, open up on this,” he
od, with a cateh In his volos, *
have you done this for’—~who are
doing It for? You're as innocent
this crime as T am!"

v s iwo
Pl::t od .""'&m preasure.

an na

“John," he sald steadily, “I bave
only the same answer for you as
fore. Don't force 1t from me
You are wrong—1 am gullty,”

Randall pulled away his ‘M and

drew back—and abruptly h num
%hlﬂl': He -lool’hrl l:lﬂ
ou Iie!" he erted passionately.
“You lle, and you kmow |t!
what's more, I know it. If you
I'm going to stand by and ses an
nocent man go to his death for some
one ¢lse you're mistaken. Do
hear, Varge? 1 thought from
It kaow 1} now, and Th prave "«
now, a prove
F‘“' 1 wasn't Mie

do you

stalrs in that court room this
ing In_ spite of
Yyeaterday, even if'—-

“What do you mean V'—quick
winking of an eye VNTIO-‘ m‘"‘.
from the cotl and Ms hand had

houlder—and
dall, seemi crum,
on his _%u”':-ai.: n‘l'l.r“to‘m r =

Randall rose, white-
his shoulder with his Mmm

My Lord, Varge,” he muttered,
with a shiver, “you're strong.”

Varge sat down on the cot
smiling, as quiet as though he

never risen from It
“I'm worry, John,” ¥ sald; “but you

have no ons but yoursslf blame.
You tried to trick me, Il::'t yon?t
You tried to startle me into what you

would call giving myself
T don't. Hke that sors of thing aad 1
don't think you will try it again”

“1 did not,"” sald

Randall.
what 1 sald. You can lay me out

vontrary Is I do not know, but"—
R R
onfidences shou mu
ask is yours, and"—— . ’
“You have my confidence.”
Varge, “I am nuﬂ! Your position
not ohn, T am
Why do you make conditions? 1
had any such proof thers could
reason for hiding it from me"”

bean your mother in eve ou're Innocent—and [ can e it”
but birth? Go, do you hear, .ow “':.'::'u‘".'.w “’ﬁ
carry with you to the hour of your ol Werey o “"'1 s the a
death my cures upon the day that I 4. o0 50 mlﬁ”'l'th ou might as
took you into my life. Do not look at “.0¢ H19 SO with foe.
me like %\;:' You are umu" fn: BRI
mercy. t mercy you give 0]
l_l::\&mu rm‘rin . I—=I think my soul ""mt‘m; stick to that, do you?
—and"—- 3
Mra. Merton had fainted. manded Randall. with "sudden
They carriad her from the room, and Patence. en to me?
as they passed out of the door Varge
turned and buried his face In his
hands on the manteplece.
Presently some one touched his
arm. Varge raised his head. It was
Marston,
There was a new ring, gruff and
hard, in the Bheriff's volce as bhe
spoke.
“We'll go back now,” he sald terae-

Hit

ne
“Yeon," suld Varge, and followed the

room Randall, from | down
:I;:::r n?:l::u{n ':‘I,:: c:::kann of !}1‘11: “'2.":"' Stopped ';:cf':"ol‘%.’d.n"ll"l
cell, alone, where none might see, he ore’s & very mood reason” he

sald bluntly, “I am afrald of you.

And as long as you persist In trying
to run your neck inte & nu'-m'l am

afrald of you. That's honest, lan't
I am afrald that If I u‘m."
n-uofm

turned upon his face on the prison
cot, his great shoulders shook—and
he sobbed as o little soul-torn ehild
scbas out Its heart.
- - L] L] . L ] L]
Four days had E'-d
The scens with Mra, Merton had, to
the District-Attorney’s mind, at loast,
accomplished the object sought in &
more positive mannar than he had
perhaps hoped for, Varge was gulity.
To Marston it seamed loss positive,
and hie still wavered,
llerley Falls, ignorant of what had
tranapired, held doggedly to its first
impressions and watched the formal,
routine progress of the law-—the find-
Ing of thy Coroner's Inquest against
Vurge: the finding, tho next morning
by the Girand Jury, then in seaslon,
of & “trus bill;"” Varges arralgnment
in the afternoon before Judge Crosse
walte—with the confident expectation
that at the actual trial It would be
vindieated In ita bellef, Randall, &

chance to let t

ou'd beat ma even now,

arge, for the last time, won't you
us ¥o into this shoulder te
Won't you open yp™

_“I have nothing to opean up,” said
Varse monotonously.

“That is final?™ :

“That |s final,” answered V

Randall moved slowly te the
and rattled for Handerlle, who
lat him In. he turned
looked at Varge.

“There's a verse In tha Pikle
Varge, I've been thinking about
good deal these last few days™
sald, In & low, husky voice.
know it—it begins like this, ‘Greater
Io\‘rrorla.-"th t:'hl man * ¢ &%

arge’'s ohin was cupped again Ia
hir hand, his syes were on the stons

H

brilllant young lawyer and Varge's
;rinud. undertook charge for the de- ﬂ”ﬁ::mla.‘. did ‘::m"."m
ense.

¥or the first two days Randan ©0tridor. Then Randall spoke

“You're a big man, Varge—actord-
Ing to that verse, there arem't
bigger. And so—well, so thank
1 can save you"

haunted Varge in tha jall, alternately
cajoling, threatening, pleading in an
offort to make him talk.

“I am gullty, John. T did It. There
Is nothing more to say,” Varge told

wula::l::::lr euch time—but It had CHAPTER V.
Again and again, Randall had re- The Senience of the Courd.

turned to the attack, At last, how-
ever, on the th'rd day, Varge's re-
fusal either 1o talk or discuss the
case appeared fAnally to have had a
iscouraging offect on ths young
Inwyer, to the extent that, appar-
ently wiving It up as hopeless, Ran.
dall had left Varge enlirely to him-
welf. To Varge this had been as a
welght lifted from his shouiders, for
he had lived In bourly dread that the
well-meant  persistency might In
some unexpected, unanticipated way,
reeult In supplying & line of defense
to the other that would shatter the
ntructure he himself had so carefully
reared,

And so the four duys had passod;
and now, on the morning of the trisd
Itwelf, Varge rose eoberly confident
and prepared The sun streaming
In through the grated bars cought a
klint of gold In the hrown of his halr,
seomed to caress the mossive, splen-
did head sxultantly and play wsoftly
on the clean-cut, thoughtful face, as
he leaned & littls forward, his chin
cupped in one hand. For perhaps five
minutes he sat there without motion,
buried In thought, and then an a key
grated in the lock bhe turned his head
In enlm Inguiry.

11 . “1E prosecution reats"—the

Matrict - Attorney  sat

r down, and, his hand

rumpling In habit

through his gray Hals

looked over at John Ras.

dall, a starn though not altogether
unsympathetic smile upon his lipe.

There was & sudden stir in the Mitle
court room—and a tremulous, sibilant
sound, the Involuntary Intake of
many breaths, seemed to waver, tanel,
full of suspanse over the packed and
crowdad benchos,

It was alréeady afternoon. One by
ono the witnesses had testified as Lee
had called them, and now the Btate’s
cam: was at an end., One by one a8
Lee had finished with his witnosses he
had glaneed toward Randall aad
nodded, signifying that they were af
the disposal of the defense for cross-
examination, but each time Randall
had merely shaken his head.

(To Do Continued.)
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